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The happy wave ran up and rang
Like service bells a long way off, And down a little freshet sprang From mossy trough,
And splashed into a rain of spray,
And fretted on with daylight's loss, Because so many bluebells lay Leaning across.
Blue martins gossiped in the sun,
And pairs of chattering daws flew by. And sailing brigs rocked softly on In company.
Wild cherry boughs above us spread The whitest shade was ever seen, And flicker, flicker, came and fled Sun spots between.
Bees murmured in the milk-white bloom
As babes will sigh for deep content When their sweet hearts for peace make room, As given, not lent.
And we saw on: we said no word,
And one was lost in musings rare, One buoyant as the waft that stirred Her shining hair.